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“CADBURY S COCOA 


“ Represents the Standard of highest purity at present attainable in Cocoa.”—Tux Lancet. 
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THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 
hooumulated Fund, 8 Millions Stg. 


NEW 
REDUCED 
RATES. | 


WITHOUT PROFITS. 


EDINBURGH,3,George 8t.(Head OMoe) 
LONDON, 63, King William Street, B.C. 
8, Pall Mall East, 8.W 
DUBLIN, 66, Upper Backville Street. 
Branches & Agencies in India & the Colonies 





MAPPIN & WEBB'S 
SPOONS & FORKS, 








PERPECTLY SIMPLE. 
SIMPLY PERPECT. 


Pocket Kodak 





A dainty little camera, weighing only 7 ounces. 

Can be slipped into the pocket, 

Makes plc.ures 1) X 2 inches 

Loaded in daylight — so dark rom 
wecessary. 


Achromatic lens, with three stops. 


Improved rotary shutter always set for time or 
instantaneous exposures. View finder. (ountes. 


Complete with roll of film for 
12 exposures, 


£1 Is. 
EASTMAN Photographic 


Materials Co. Ltd. 
tig-tt7 Oxford St., London, W. 


Write for descriptive pamphiet post free 


| “FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE.” 


'CLARKE’S 


WORLD-FAMED 


BLOOD MIXTURE 


Is warranted to cleanse the blood from all 
impurities, from whatever cause arising 
For Scrofula, Scurvy, Eczema, Bad Legs, 
Skin and Blood Diseases, Pimples and 
Sores of all kinds, its effects are mar- 
vellous. It is the only real ifie for 
Gout and Rheumatic Pains, for it removes 
the cause from the blood and 

Thousands of wonderful cures have been 
effected by it. In bottles, 2s. 94. and 11s. 





each, of Chemists everywhere 
| BEWARE OF WORTHLESS IMITATIONS. 











TRY IT IN YOUR BATH. 


SCRUBB’S soosencia AMMONIA 


me veLLOUS PREPARAT 
Refreshing as a Turkish —" 
Invaluable for all Toilet Purposes. 
Splendid Cleansing Preparation for the Hair. 
Removes Stains and Grease Spots from Clothing, Etc. 
memorss the Colour to Carpets. 
Cleans Plate and Jewellery. ‘ 
f 1s. Bottle forsixtoten Baths. Of all Grocers, Chemists, Etc. 


SCRUBB & CO., 32b Southwark Street, S.E. 
< MANUFACTURERS OF ‘SCRUBB’S ANT ISEPTIC SKIN SOAP 
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SKATING 













The Finest Stock in the 
World. 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE. 


COLDSMITHS’ COMPANY, 
show oom: |12, REGENT ST.,W.. 


(Anson txe Breaeoscoric Courant.) 
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THE 99 Practising with 
we ! pi Baloon Lad 
PASTEUR” |} “= in 


(Chamberland) Fi LTE R. 


“The Standard of Efficient Filtra- 
tion.” —Brrriss Mepicat Jovswat. 


“A real preventative of water- 
borne disease.”’—Lavycer. 


To be had at the Stores, most Filter Dealers, 
or from the Makers. 


J, DEFRIES & SONS, 


we 147, Hovuwsprron, Loxpow, E.C. Oo 


SMOKE THE CELEBRATED 


“PIONEER” 


SWEETENED TOBACCO, 


KNOWN ALL OVER THE WORLD. 


It on 
RITT 


Me in Men A An Ln ln A Al li ln i ll li. itll it. i, ‘in. ‘. 


nas uires a little practice ow the NEW 
RB ROAD SKATE to enabieanyone who 





has never had on a pair «f skates to attain pro- 
iclency, and be able to skate on the roads at any 
peed up to 16 miles an hour 


CAN BE SEEN AND TRIED AT THE 


ROAD SKATE Co.'s show rooms, 
P 271, Oxford Street, W. 
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MANUFACTURED BY THE 


RICHMOND CAVENDISH 
Co., Lro., 


AT THEIR BONDED WORKS, LIVERPOOL. 








And retailed by all first-class 
tobacconists at home and abroad. Cricklewood, London, N.W. 


$$. & H. HARRIS’S 
HARNESS COMPOSITION 


(Warearncor). 


SADDLE PASTE 


Factory : London, E 


| CLARKE’S PYRAMID @ FAIRY LIGET 











INDIEN a 
GRILLON. 


A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 
of Appetite, Gastric and 
London: , Southwark Street, S.E. 


T AMA IP 
Intestinal Troubles, 
SOLD BY ALL B...%.. AND DRUGGISTS, 2s. 64. 4 BOX, 





MACNIVEN & CAMERON'S PENs 


“* They come as & as a boon and s Dlestis a Dlessing to 
The Pi-kwick, the Cel, and the Waverley Pea” 


THE FLYING J PEN. 


64. and ls 
Sample 


Box at all Stationers 


Nox Is. y? by pust 


Waverley Works, _ EDINBURGH. 


For Delicate Children, 


SQUIRE'S 
HEMICAL 
FOOD. 


In Bottles, 2s., 3s. 6d., & 6s. each, 
AT ALL CHEMISTS anno STORES, ano or 


SQUIRE & SONS, 
Her Majesty's Chemists, 
413, OXFORD STREET, LONDON. 


FOR PLEASURE AND PROFIT. 














Nothing so profitable and 
eas ’ 
80 Acres cl Saleable Trees, 


Packing and 
Carriage eB with order. 
8 /- per doz., GO/= per 100. 
All other Wursery Stock 
carriage forward. 


mwPOTS From 15). a doz. 
Ornamen 


15 -don 
N.B.—Single Plants are sold at 
slightly increased prices. 


CENERAL CATALOCUE 
(Over 170 pages) of Nursery Stock, 
pg me Produced, « ontaining 

undreds of illustrations, 
and Sua full of valuable informat oa, 
om receipt of 3d. for postage 
Please mention this Paper 


RICHD, “SMITH & CO., WORCESTER. 


A DELICIOUS SMOKE. 


J} MURRAY'S sui 
MELLOW vist 


(BELFAST.) 


OLD RIPE PE TOBACCO. 


80 Years’ Reputation as & 
Genuine Tobacco of the Highest 
Quality. 
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COMMON OR GARDEN RHYMES. 


A SumMER-HovsE BALLADE, 
Damp, dismal, dirty place to wait, 
Wien or Srower 000 Sanesty Sent, 
ere ts in spring-time penetrate, 
Yet not a breeze in cammaate bent 
A o f 7a eS 
wer for lo vows, 
If your AMANDA you would greet, 
I cannot praise the Summer-house. 
now won ‘oe téte-d-téte, , 
ou’d fai pursuing feet, 
Remember Mr. Tupman’s fate, 
And where he sought retirement sweet ! 
Then choose some more strategic seat, 
If Fe possess the smallest nous, 
ne that ensures a safe retreat— 
I cannot praise the Summer-house. 


And whether old, or “ up-to-date,” 
“ With all conveniences replete,” 
I hold it, in whatever state, 
Outulds’ thomeh al and deceit ; 
ts cturesque or neat, 
Inside it smells of ceoendl and mouse, 
A whited sepulchre, a cheat— 
I cannot praise the Summer-house. 


Envoi. 
Unpleasant haunt where you may meet 
ith earwig, spider, sylvan louse, 


And slug and beetle— repeat, 
I cannot praise the Summer-house. 








Trafalgar Day. 
(At the Board School.) 
Teacher. Now can any boy tell me why 
tenes Column was erected in Trafalgar 
uare 
Johnny Grimes Gapmadiately). Please 
en 'e died 


Sir, to ’elp ’im up to ’eaven, w 














€ oH: in the arms of the Wictory. 
Guess : A Brav-stREET Axtou.— Tl faut souffrir 
| ) EVERY POISON HAS ITS ANTIDOTE. pour ttre Br. 
|I’ve read him backwards, forwards, and in all the beggar’s rant 
PROVINCIAL SKETCHES. There Uh Gah © word I undershtand! A Mashter-mind is Kant! 
‘ . He knows Time a priori he shays. Why, then, alri’. 
No. VL—OUR PHILOSOPHER. Kanr'sh clever man, dem clever! Fact, © Mashter-mind, 


mane, 


,0N i I! ; 
Lone beard, long locks, wild and unkempt—a tawny, tangled us taeda me. There sh clock, you shee, stuck up behind 
the bar 


An ancient coat grown greeny-grey by years of sun and rain 


Hands crossed on back, brow with thought, eyes fixed Now I can’t even shay for shure how man tent — . 


upon the far, - fe 


At firshight, shpeaking roughly, I shoul 


H i i ’ ; 
e slowly moves and meditates oon the > that are. But when I’shtudy queshtion there ’sh conshiderably more. 


There is a philosophic lurch about wayward 

A spirituous odour, too, is wafted down the street, 

And when he murmurs to himself his utterance is thick, - 

And punctuated freely, very freely, with a hic! Ha shim 

“Time, Shpache and Time! Whash Time? shays Kant. We Ish w 
know it a priori? 

Then vane oie good of clock up there? No, no, Kant! Thash 
a ry 

{ dono Time—whash more, don’ care. If tishn’t night, itesh more ! 


a I can’t tell Time; but Kant knowsh Time without a blessed 
le appercepshun or shome transhendental bosh. _ 
1! Mosh wonderful! That feller Kant’sh a brick! 
Take my advice and read him. He’sh a good ole Mashter— 
hie 


esh, laishangemmen, whash is Man? A _ ph’nomenon—no 


| He strutsh his hour upon the shtage, and then his day is o’er. 


ay, ’ : . 
es f. t’other way about, itsh round the other way. | You’re nothing but a ph’nomenon in Time and Shpache, Miss 
ash Shpache? I passed the ‘Shtar’ j sh | Krrrr. 
: the ag oll Keysh.’ © “Shtar’ jush now, and here ’sh Dem jolly peneneteen, too! Jesh wish the resh were all ash 
um thing! De !—Yesh, yesh if | prett 
_ you ~ Pa = > HS, OE He’s eitusmence | She’s ph’nomenon! And I’m a 
Your health, Missh Kirry! Wish you joy! And blesh your phommen, too! 
pretty fache! All ph’nomena together, laishangemmen, I and you! 
And tellush whashu think of Mishter Kant on Time and Kant, and sho ish true! Don’t think I’m trying to 


amuse you al 


Shpache ? lL. 
What! Never heard the genlman? Lose no time, then, for Ish = phloshphy !—Thank you, dear! Another of my 
usual!” 


you ll find— 
d swear it wimme dyin’ breath—that Kant ’sha Mashter 





mind ! NG or THE Promorzp Pzer.—Baron to bed and Early to 


!'ve read him dayanni’, Krrrr, for five-and-twenty year; rise 
I've read him drunk on whishky, and I’ve read him drunk on 
beer ; Motto ror tHe Czan.—Bear and Favre bear. 
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CINCINNATUS GLADSTONIUS. 


[It was suggested at a public meeting that if Mr. GLapstons would return to Parliamentary life an uncontested seat wo 





uld be found for him.’ 


‘Return!’ Not if I know it!”’) 


qs 
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A N 
Pa ras ax es 
ALLAN D.O6 


a 


Sportsman (invited to help shoot some bucks in Mr. Meanman’s park, and has just knocked one over), 


, 
Vals. \\/,,° 
eh 


a) 
\ Al 
Ii ft ya! 


hy VA 


Ny uw a i : 
ih 


init Ak, ir 


DAMAGED GOODS. 


You MUST LET ME HAVE THAT FOR MOUNTING.” 


Mr, Meanman (frightfully indignant). 


**Wuat! cur nis Heap orF! 


Way, May, ir 


‘‘By Jove! WHAT A LOVELY Heap ! 


WOULD RUIN THE SALE OF THE CARcAsE!” 








THE NEW NIMROD. 


[Mr. Par O’Baren, M.P., was first in at the 
teath the other day with the Meath Hounds on his 
bicycle, and was presented with the brush.] 


Atr—‘‘ The Hunting Day.” 


“Whar a fine hunting day ”— 
’Tis an old-fashioned fay 

That I’ll change to an apto-date pome ; 
Old stagers may swear 
That the pace isn’t fair, 

But they ’re left far behind us at home: 

See cyclists and bikes on their wa 

And scorchers their prowess disp. ay ; 
Let us join the pla throng 
That qe s whee along, 

And we ’ll all go bastion to-day ! 


New Nimrods hay =y Oe 
“ Timber-top: pping ’ is 
And “ bull-fin : fhe ~ child’s play ; 
And the don’t care a jot 
For a gallop or trot, 
Though they will go a-buntin 
ere pt = ox made of cloc 


to-day. 
ork, = 


The ‘ll ind him and t him away ; 
He runs with a —_ _ 
On rails with his brush, 

So we must go and chase him to-day. 


We've abolished the sounds 
Of the horn and the hounds— 
‘Tis the bicycle squeaker that squeals, 
And the pack has been stuff 
Or sent to old Crurr 


Now the huntsmen have taken to wheels! 


Hairy country no more we essay, 
Five bars, too, no longer dismay, 
for we stick to the roads 
In the latest of modes, 
So we ’ll bike after Reynard to-day! 








MUSICAL HONOURS. 


To all whom it may concern. Com 
mander-in-Chief Punon begs to notify 
that Lieutenant Dan Goprrey retires 
from the Grenadier Guards with the well- 
earned bAton of a musical Field-Marshal. 
Commander-in-Chief Punon also wishes 
it to be understood that Lieutenant Dan 
Goprrey is henceforth entitled to wear 
| the decoration (First Class) of the high 
| and mighty Order of the Me Minstrel. 
Furthermore, Commander-in-Chief Puncn | 
| desires to shake hands literally with a 
| gallant officer, whose attack has always 


n unrivalled on the field of instru- | 


mental battle, and to wish him many 
‘years of melodious engagement. F. 
Daw Goprrry is the last man in the world 
| to blow his own trumpet, so Commander- 
in-Chief Puncn does it for him. 








A Worp to Frencn Wiseackes with 
REGARD TO ovUR OccuPaTION or Eorpt.— 
Remember the excellent Marshal 
| MacManton’s saying, “J’y suis, jy reste.” 
Our rest is also our cue at this game of 


Pyramids. 


| R Resvvr or THe Cas-stetke.—That many 
handsome drivers have become growlers. 


| A New Name for Party ‘‘ Leaders.” 
(By a Disgusted ‘* Follower.”’) 


Leapers, quotha? Why, the prospect's 
infernal ! 

The Party ’s becoming increasingly like 
An ill-managed, scrappy, political journal. 
We're edited—badiy—but ledf Why, a 

strike 
Is conducted with far more decorum and 
gnity 
Mectestions ' 8s not to be hoped for, of 
course ; 
But a we find neither strong will nor 
ignity, 
How a we hope for cohesion or force ? 
Swashbuckler, Laodicean seceder— 
Parties are not to be managed in pets! 
We’re = topes papers, with never a 


Though any number of leaderettes. 


Trafalgar, October 21, 1805. 
| [The Right Hon. Aneras Akens-Dove as, born 
1861.) 
Gvory and honour to Netson, 

Who the 4 eee and the Spaniards 
whip 
And in “ . Axens,” * tee, 

Let each honest True Blue 
Toast a whip that has never been clipped! 


* Mr. Axrre-Dovoras’s nickname at Eton. 








Soctat Purrry Lapres.—Those who try 
to collect dirt at the music halls. Tea 
‘leaves not wanted for sweeping reforms. 
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A WALLED TOWN. 


Exrracts rrom THe Travet Diary or Tosy, 
Pace I1.—A Blotch of Modern France. 


Montreuil, Monday.—Standing on the walls when the sun 
has gone down, looking westward, one catches sight, on far 
horizon, of a couple of lights, so near together that, to Sarx’s 
fanciful mind, they suggest the eyes of a tiger watching us 
through the gloom. They are, in truth, the beams of the twin 
lighthouses on the coast by the mouth of the Canche. Why two, 


| 


M.P, 








Le Sportsman. 


no one knows. There is nothing like them on any coast. A 
from duality, they are cosily built, well inshore. Instead of 
their base being sea-was they are set in pleasant gardens, 
where are grown the best pears for miles at 

Between them and the sea there is space for a oy gs 
Paris-Plage it is called. Vittemessant, the creator of the 
Paris Figaro, gave it this name, and it ‘has stuck ever since. 
Good Parisians before they die buy a patch of rod? soil near 
the twin lighthouses, and build t ir souls a lordl re- 
house. are, for the most part, fantastic seensteatiiien, the 
structure budding forth in all kinds of excrescences. Balconies 
that will hold nobody; pillars that uphold nothing; towers so 
unwieldy as to threaten to bring the whole building down ; bits 
of coloured glass wherever they can be stuck. Each ire 
further shows his independence by building his house at an angle 
obtrusively corner-wise to his neighbour's. The general effect 
is as if the ginger-bread contrivances had been shaken out of a 
emg ay pepper-box, and left where they had fallen. 
they please their owners, and that, after all, 


object 
ay Madame, et Bébé come down in the season, bathe 
in the newest costumes, lounge about the beach, grow ruddy 


is their main | 





and brown, and believe they are having a high old time. Some 
of them are mighty Nimrods. When I was last here, in the 


summertime, I was much struck with a Monsieur who strolled 
about the place from morn till eve omed eo - for la chasse. 
A gun was slung round his shoulder. A ike belt, scarce 
concealing a liberal supply of cartridges, girt his portly waist. 
He wore a velvet coat and waistcoat, corduroy trousers, thick- 
soled boots, and a very large bag to bring home his game. 

As far as close observation went, he never shot anything, not even 
the . When he was not drinking tits verres or smoking 
cigarettes in ‘front of the café, he reoee he beach, sometimes 
going down to the water's e. This suggested to me at the 
time the suspicion that he shot shrimp 

By chance, to-day, his secret was closed. Walking through 
the pine-woods at the back of Paris-Plage, we came u a small 
clearing. At one side of it was what, at first sight, looked like 
the top of a well. There was a wooden cover, some three feet 
broad by five long. This, we learned, was our gallant Sears 
happy hunting ground. "Hither he came, in the gloami 
early morning, — his game-bag half full of succulent cab 
leaves. ie assent chew about at the further e of the due. 
ing. Then, with stealthy step, he withdrew to wooden box, 
lifted. up the lid, and dropped into a carefully-dug pit, closing 
the lid upon himself. 

“For all the he world, ” Sank says, “like Invine doing Iachimo 


in Pn 4 
oy “a lid does not close level with the und, 
y suppl the rtsman with light and air, but 
leaving | hole hm which the muzzle of the gun projects. 
Presently rabbits come to feed on the cabbage-leaves, and the 
noble sportsman lets fly. 
A Here is its sublimation. Sark, like the 


PR 


late Trocuu, . He notices that the ock 
lies on the top of the id. lid. Good. Next season he repair 
to Paris-P’ will a noble sportsman. When he 
has settled himself in his and 5 ones me) ae Sarx will 
advance on ti is ap fe the 
key in the 4 ron will withdraw, vgg on le sports- 


— to enjoy an unexpectedly prolonged agutuaile of making 


In the meantime, Sark does not want the thing mentioned. 
a disclosure of the plan might prove destructive of its 
success. 








SHYNESS PAST AND PRESENT. 
THE OLD STYLE. 
Piace—Anywhere. Cuaracters—He and She. Time— Yesterday. 

He. Forgive me for addressing you, but I believe we were 
introduced to one another by your parents. 

She. Yes, with the sanction of my grandmother. 

He. So you will pardon me for taking a seat next you. 

She. I should be sorry to see you ill at ease, especially as you 
have secured the esteem of my relatives. My uncle JoHN holds 
you in t eo ee 

He. delighted to hear you say so; but, disregarding 
your nip Joun (with infinite respect), I am most anxious to 
obtain your own . lam sure you will give it to me. 

She. I am afraid that our acquaintance has nm so short—I 
have only known you for the last five years. 

He. But surely that is sufficiently long a period to get some 
idea of my character! Pray answer me. 

She. I am so shy. 

He. Then permit me to give you a few moments for reflection. 
May I light a cigarette ? 

She. Tobacco! I would far prefer to hear you play the guitar. 
THE NEW STYLE. 
PLace—The same. CHARACTERS—The same. Time—To-day. 

He. I say, we don’t want an introduction, eh? 

She. Why, no! Fancy, too, we have met before! 

He. Dare say. Guvnor and Mater know an odd lot. 

She. So does my grandmother! 

He. Got room for me, beside you ? 








She. Rather. Hate to see a man looking like a cod-fish, as | 


uncle Jack says 
He. Bother an Jack! 
She. Think well of you! 


ou to think well of me. 
scarcely know you! 


Want 
Why, 


He. Nonsense. You have been chatting with me for at least 
But | five minutes! Come, out with it. 
She. I am so shy. . 
He. Then I will give you a pause for reflection. How would 
you like a tune on Re banjo ? 
She. Music! I would far sooner join you in a cigar! 
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MISS TWIDDY ON MODERN SHYNESS. 


[The Daily Telegraph has “‘ opened its columns” to a discussion upon the 
startling question ‘‘ Why are People Shy ? ’’} 


Dear Mister Puncn,—I’m confident an error worse than clerical 
Has crept into the statement of this interro; aa 

I’m shy; I always have been, to the verge of the hysterical, 
Which I was taught, z years ago, was a young maiden’s 


glory. 
I’m hushful, and I’m blushful, as I was when young and 
mittenish,— J 
For mittens in my girlhood were the ensigns of the modest 


ones,— 

But now that all the maids seem fast and all the matrons 
kittenish, 

This query strikes me, truly, as the oddest of the oddest ones! 


My sainted mother taught me a Mimosa-like timidity _ 
Was maidenhood’s bewitchingest, most captivating quality ; 
But now it seems re ed as the height of insipidity, _ 
And rigorously excluded from the scheme of virgin polity. 
To blush, to lower eyelids, and to twiddle with one’s toes about 
The pattern of the carpet in a fashion feebly fluttery, 
Is now a mark of mawkishness that nothing useful knows about, 
The stamp of school-girl silliness absurd and bread-and-buttery. 


Now girls are bold as—brass knobs, and as cool as any icicle. 
To ask = they are shy, then, these young “misses” imper- 
turbable 
Who smoke, and put on knickers—oh///—and, yes, bestride a | 
bicycle, 
And are, in short, emancipate, smart, up-to-date, uncurbable, | 
Is really most preposterous! As well ask why a porcupine 
Is sleek and saponaceous! If you share the modern girlishness, 
To emulate the masculine in play as well as work you pine, 
In — as in business, evening “nips,” and early-purl- 
ishness | 


| 

Shy? Goodness gracious!—Only they’ve small goodness and | 

scant graciousness, 

These girls, whose “naked egos” are now advertised ob-| 
trusively— 

That’s a “psychologic phrase,” although suggestive of “ owda- 
ciousness ” 

To those whose early training left them “ ladylike” ex- 
clusively— 

Amidst the modes and phrases, manly customs, unsexed cfazes, 
Of—my nieces and their “ she-pals.” I feel “shy,” and even 





giddy ; . 
But to apply that word to them—as poets do to daisies— 
Fits—well, hke “up-to-date” applied to, Yours, 
’ Matitpa Twippy. 





DARBY JONES NATURALLY ELATED. 


t over the Cesarewitch or was I 
not? Did I give the straight tip or did I not? Are — 
readers not now rolling in gold or are they not? These three 
plain and simple questions are best answered by Fact. Yes, 
Sir, in giving them St. Bris I laid low, but came out at ten 
to one. Is there any prophet in the United Kin dom, who 
could boast of the same record? I am well assured that not one 
was in it with yours truly, and I am confident that you your- 
self, mistrusting the advice of some gutter-snipe of the turf, did 
not plank your hard-earned doubloons on a rank impostor like 
Phebus Apollo, a disreputable towel-horse, whom I never even 
named in my diplomatic despatch to your Napoleonic columns. 
But my second string, Piety, was fourth, and under other circum- 
stances might have run third. I was truly glad to see the 
Prince of Wates in’ time to salute the Ditch—“Ditch dien” 
ought to be H.R.H.’s motto—Lord Roszsery seemed 
none the worse for his discrepancy (a political word of mine 
own) with the Ill-Liberal party. The e of WesTMinester, 
despite the coloured collars, which he insists upon wearing like 
the late Duke of Hamrtton, is always above the dead level of 
Armenian atrocities, and made the Duke of Cameriper smile 
with his anecdotes of Rampion, who would not take his little 
bit between his teeth for the Duke of York Stakes at Kempton 
ark, 
_ Newmarket always reminds me of the Maze at Hampton 
Court. You never know where the races in or end. I love 
the stewards of the Jockey Club for their lighth in 
this res even more than I respect their determination that 


Honovrep Srr,—Was I ri 


| aanabor of come ion 
crawli le t irdoage 
| things be, and a man affor 





no one but the judge can possibly find the winner up the hill. 


‘ 
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Mamma. “Tuere! I'VE DRAWN A DEAR LITTLE Doo, a Dicky 
BIRD, A Pussy OCaT, AND A PIGGY-WIGGY ; WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE 
ME TO DRAW Now?” 

Effie (after due consideration). ‘‘A LITTLE GIRL BEING RUN OVER 
BY A CARRIAGE AND Pain!” 











When a man-backer (I take no count of females) thinks that his 
own particular fancy has done the trick, lo and behold the 
icable quadruped, which has been actual! 
is hoisted on the, board! Can suc 
new socks for the winter? I know 
not. Nevertheless, with my pockets moderately garnished with 
a saintly benefaction I hope to brave the “battle and. the 
breeze” of Christmas. In your esteemed wire you ask “ Have 
you anything good for the Cambridgeshire?” Yes, Sir, I have 
at present the name of the animal, which shall not be revealed, 
Suffice it to say that the prize shall not go East or West or 
North, but South, in the humble opinion o 

Your fervent admirer, Darnsy Jonze. 


P.S.—At Newmarket, always expect to meet “ioo-sers.” 
Verb. sap. 








O. K.. (By ’Arry.) 


O. K. indeed! That’s tidy cheek, J say! 
That clever Roosian lydy they may call so. 
(For O1vea Novixorr is Tabbed O. K.) 
But she attempts to prove, in ’er sly way, 
Roosian Policy is O. K. also! 
She’s orful hartful and a stunning talker, 
But when she sez O. K., wy, I sez “ Walker!” 


New Name ror Same Tuino.—It is proposed for the name of 
“Dynamite” to substitute that of “tynamite.” This informa- 
tion does not come from France. 


The Sultan’s Proverbial Philosophy. 


Tuoven England on “humanity” tly dwells 
Give her an inch, she'll take the Besdecios! 
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THE LAST CONGRATULATION. 


Fair Guest (who, having had a desperate flirtation with the Bridegroom a short time ago, wouldnt be absent from the Ceremony on any 
account). *‘ Weit, ALORY, IT's ALL OVER Wow/ AREN'T YOU PLEASED!” 


[Uncomfortable position of Algey. 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 


For a clearly-told and ailuringly-excit- 
ing story, which can be read within the 
limits of a contunuously wet day, or on 
the evening of a fine one, FLORENCE 
Warpen’s /nn by the Shore, published by 
Jarmrotp & Sons, can be confidently re- 
commended. The locality of the incidents 
will be recognised at once by any one ac- 
quainted with that portion of the south- 
east coast where grazing fields, lying be- 
tween the monotonous road and the sea, | 
are gradually merged into such extensive 
flats of al and grass, varied by occa- | 
sional undulations, as delight the heart 
and exercise the muscles of the deter- | 
mined golfer. The heroine is a charm- 
ingly puzzling personage, who so gains 
upon the honest readers sympathy as to 
make him hope against hope that she will 
ultimately escape from what appears to be 
the just retribution awaiting her crimes. 
Whether that sympathy is deserved, or 
wasted, it is for the authoress to tell, and 
the reader to discover. Should any of the 
Baron’s friends, anxious for a day’s quiet, 
seek any place in this, or any other, neigh- 
bourhood close to the melancholy ocean, 
he will not do better than to make the ac- | 
quaintance of FLonence Warpen’s Inn by 
the Shore, where there is as good enter- 
tainment to be had as the most hungry 
novel-devourer could desire. 

“Never was man better served with” 
horses of various descriptions than was the 


young rattletrap, Hugh Peters, the plural- 
named Puritan in the stirring, or rather 


galloping, romance entitied A Puritan’s | 


+ ufe, writ by one Max PemBerton, and 
dashingly illustrated by Master SipNEY 
Pacrt, or Sidney Full-Page-it, as ali his 
capital drawings are of this size. It is 
such a Romance of Multitude, a regular 
slashing, hacking, cutting, banging, crash- 
ing-through-w , scouring-country (until 
it is clean), sword-thrusting, fisticuffing, 
brawling, plunging, lunging, struggling, 
guggling, half-drowning, with success- 
crowning-everything romance, as Master 
Max and not a few other writers,—he of 
the Golden Spur, for example,—love to 
write. Odds at Posen and carbines! but 
it needs all the relief that the love story 
of a gentle girl can give to the tale, in 
order that we may have a few moments’ 
lull. The heroine is an oppressed, 
thwarted, but ever ready-witted damsel, 
and though she gives the name of A 
Puritan’s Wife to the novel, herself play- 
ing the “title réle,” yet is her part not so 
—- as is that of the Puritan wife’s 
Puritan husband; nor, indeed, is she so 
much in evidence as are the friends and 
enemies of the Puritan wife’s Puritan hus- 
band. But, Messieurs the romance 
readers, the Baron, humming “ Suoni la 
tromba” from I Puritani, doth recommend 
to your notice the work heartily. Ye can 
procure it at the sign of the Casszenn & 
Co., and thereto setteth the Baron his 
sign and seal, B. pz B.-W. 


THE CYCLING GOVERNESS. 


I no longer teach my classes 
Their SuHaxspesre and the glasses, 
And the uses of the globes, as was my 
custom ; 
But all they ’ll learn from me 
Is to ride the iron gee— 
All other lessons utterly disgust ’em ! 


The girls no more will meddle 
With the painful piano-pedal, 3 
They ’ll only reel the pedal of their 
“ Humber ” ; : 
Like their grannies, they begin 
At an early age to“ spin,” 
But the road it is their spinning-wheels 
encumber. 


So wheeling now my trade is, 




















And finishing young ladies 
In the proper kind of bicycling deport- 
ment ; 


I’m nearly finished, too 
And battered black and blue, 
For of falls I’ve had a pretty large as 
sortment ! 








A Zoological Error. 


Mr. Barney Barnato has presented 
President Krucer with a brace of marble 
lions. What the eminent financier really 
| meant to give was a couple of other ant- 
mals, well known on ’Change, a bull and 

a bear, only, unfortunately, they broke 
| loose previous to shipment. 
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“ PLAYING PATIENCE.” 


Rosgpery (the Hermit of Dalmeny, log.). ‘THEY MAY SAY IT’S A DULL GAME, BUT AT LEAST IT DOESN'T 
WANT A PARTNER!” 
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MUSICAL NOTES. 
(* The bagpipe threatens to be a fashionable in- 
strument in London this winter.”’— Daily News. | 
the reproach sometimes 


us that we are an unmusical | 
fair way to become obsolete. | 


CERTAINLY 
urged against 
nation 1s ina obso 
Tko number of concerts given this winter 
beats all previous records, and most of the 
music performed, whether 5 Fe ay 
or amateurs, is of the very highest class. 


On Thursday, for instance, at Lady 
CLapPERCLAW’s soirée musicale, the. or- 
chestra of amateur bagpipe-players distin- 
guished themselves greatly. e orchestra 





consists of twenty-seven members, and the | died 


drawing-room at Clapperclaw House is 








iortunately small, so that the effect 
| gained was simply stupendous. A few of 
the audience thought that the fortissimos 
were almost overdone, but these were cap- 
tious persons who had forgotten to place 
cotton-wool in their ears, an elementary 
precaution always to be observed before 
attending a modern concert. On the 
| other hand, a distinguished x 7 mu- 
sician was overheard to remark with great 
| emphasis that mo such performance was 
| even possible in his own country. 





A reature of the Duchess of Mancatr’s 
reception on Saturday was the magnificent 
trombone-playing of Miss Auamops. This 
talented young lady played with such suc- 
cess that all the electric-light giobes in 
the room were shattered, and several of 
the audience were deafened for life. 

| Charmingly pathetic, too, was Herr 

Taumporrsky’s solo on the big m ; 
| indeed, tears stood in many eyes at the 
conclusion of his performance. 


Now that the older musical instruments 
| are falling into well-deserved ne , it 
| 18 interesting to find how y well- 
| known artistes move with the times. 

Sefior Sarasare’s penny-whistle recitals 
have been crowded, and there is sure to 
be a full house at his next concert, when 
| he will play the whole of Don Giovanni 
on that delightful instrument. Not to be 
outdone, on the following day Herr Joa- 
cuim will render the overture to Tann- 
hduser and the choral symphony with the 
assistance only of a small comb. 

_ Amonest the new music recently pub- 
lished we would especially commend a 
volume of Twelve Morceaur for the Bones, 


'“The Structure and 





by Professor Viizers StaxrorD, whi 


ch | like water from 


are provided also with a tambourine obbli- 
gato, and The Wanderer’s Return, a 
stately triumphal march, specially written 
by Doctor Husgrt Parry tor performance 
on a latchkey. Sir ALExanperR Maockzn- 
ziz’s new work, Israe’s Lament, a sym- 
phonic overture arranged for an orchestra 


|of Jew’s harps, will be produced, we 


understand, at the next Birmingham 
Festival. 

Many complaints have lately been made 
of the unsatisfactory character of the 
Diétionanes of Music now in use, which 





| sQpply hardly any information as to the 


musical instruments of the day. How- 
ever, this ignorance will be reme- 
1 for those who attend Professor 
Briper’s historical lectures, which are 
doing a great work for the musical edu- 
cation of the public. The next course will 
begin on Monday week, and will deal with 
Development of the 
Barrel-organ.” The lectures will be illus- 
trated by performances on the instrument 
under discussion, given by M. Paperswsx1, 
Herr Rosenrsat, and others, 








CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 
(For Ladies only.) 


Dearest Ernetinpa,—“On ne badine 
pas avec l'amour,” says ALFrep ps Mus- 
set. Ah! hew regretfully do I recognise 
the truth of the poet’s adage. When | 
recently told you of the capture of poor 
Lord ArtHuR RantTivoLe at the Spa of 
Scarborough by the female who is unhap- 


|pily privileged to call herself his wife, | 
| mentaoned that the unlucky fellow was re- 


duced from leonine resentment to sheep- 
like docility by the mere mention of the 
name “Jones.” Which Jonms? Aided 
by an astute employé of Mr. Ropzs- 
END, the celebrated private detective, 
I have discovered that this Jonzs 
(I might say, our Jonzs) is a betting 
man with whom ARTHUR 
rash enough to unge 
speculations, nat y to 
embarrassment. The FrmMaLze 
call her nothing else) having discovered 
this fatal secret, ingratiated herself with 
the man Jonzs (probably he is a blood re- 
lation), and, whenever in want of funds, 
she has produced him like a god out of a 
bathing-machine, as some Latin author 
remarks, to his temporary discomfiture. 
Talking of bathing-machines reminds me 
that an admirable substitute for soap is a 
mixture of cigar ashes and crushed — 
which I have registered under the ti of 
“Pom-Nic.” Demand it at all confec- 
tioners and bookstalls. 

Mr. RopgsEenp, who served with distinc- 
tion in the Peruvian army, says that 
Jonzs is as hard as a Brazil nut—by the 
way, I can give you an excellent receipt 
for a purée of Brazil nuts, and will do so 
later—and that, if AnrHur does not settle 
his liability, he means to have “his lord- 
ship warned off every course in Christen- 
dom.” This sounds like an Armenian 
atrocity—but I gather that unless the sum 
of £2, is paid to this implacable Jonzs, 
my hero will have to suffer peine forte et 
dure. This must not be, ant 0, ike an- 
other Joan or Aro, I have resolved to 
sacrifice my little fortune (left me, you 
will remember, by my godmother, Lady 
Poxrspown), for the rescue of my Guy 
Lrvrnestonz. Joan v. Jonzs. Mr. 
Rorgsenp says that I am behaving like a 
real lady, but his praises fall from my ears 
e feathers of a teal or 


(Il can 





widgeon. A pro of widgeon, roast it 
with cayenne cad onions, star gently into 
beetroot sauce, caviare, lemons, and three 
ounces of i fresh-herring-roe jelly, 
and serve hot, with vy to follow. 
Rorrsenp also states that I must not see 
ARTHUR, who is (I in quote his lan- 
guage) “lying doggo,” having (Dieu soit 
bént!) esca momentarily the persecu- 
tion and presence of Jonzs and the Fr- 
MALE. In my conduct I know that I am 
both wicked and immoral, but que voulez- 
vous? I shall earn the praise of Grant 
ALLEN and Saran Granp. 

I will let you know how my scheme 
“pans out” (dear Arnruur’s expression). 

We have moved into a new flat, and I 
must say that the Art wall-paper in my 


boudoir, illustrating Macautay’s Lays of 
Ancient Rome, is worthy of Water 
Cranz. It can only be obtained from—* 
At the Stores you can now buy the new 
Kamtchatkan ry, made from Siberian 
rabbits. A ital way of dressing phea- 
sants is to stuff them with larks sau- 
sages, and baste, while roasting, with 
em og A _ The original yy of the 

y this process entirely disappears. 
Serve with and ic sauce. ise. 

* No, you don’t,—Eb. 





Tue Music Hatt Licences.—According 
to the report in the papers last Thursday, 
Mr. Coors (surely not the fee we + 
of the musical Coore f of the 
“Coors and Trinny” which it was 
most unfair ever to term “ Tinney,” being 
“ stri and wind”) opposed the licence 
for which the Palace Music Hall had ap- 
plied. Cotte que codte he was determined 
to oppose it, was ; and ultimately, 
when ting the licence, our unfortu- 
oate 4 ng told by the 

airman how ey, 6 magistrates, 
through him, their chief, regretted he 
(Coorg) should ever have expressed his 
strong opinion against the living tableau 
illustrating “La Source.” can ob- 
ject to nuda veritas? mation ond sans 
men visiting the Empire find no fault with 
“La Source.” And what is “La Source 
for the Goose is La Source for the Gan- 
der.” So why complain? 


Sucerstion to Mopgrats Lisgrars.— 
The formation of the Primrosebery League. 
Plantagenets, or old brooms with new 
faces, warn 
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A Srupy or Four PHILANTHROPIC AND USUALLY PEACEABLE LITTLE GENTLEMEN, WHO ARE PREPARED, AT A MOMENT'S NOTICE 
AND IN THE Teera or Evropr, To ForcE THE PAssaAGE OF THE DARDANELLES, OccUPY CONSTANTINOPLE AND ASIATIC TURKEY, 
DETHRONE THE SULTAN, AND Ricut THE Wronos or THE UNIVERSE AT THE POINT OF THE Bayonet! 








AUGUSTE EN ANGLETERRE. 
On THe THAMES, 


Deak Mister,—I am not gone to Worhthing, for the day 
where I wrote to you I received a letter from one of my friends, 
who inhabits Goring, inviting me of to render him visit, there 
where I could see the Thames. Ah, the fine occasion for to 
make some notes for my guide! I have already seen the Thames 
at London, at Richmond, and at the Lock of Boultaire. Ah, how 
it is gay the sunday—even the english sunday—that to see to 
pass all the adorable misses and the brave misters by the Lock 
of Boultaire! But until here I know not Goring. 

Therefore very volontiers, volunteerly, I make my mail— je 
fais ma malle—the morning, I go to the station, I make to put 
an etiquette for Goring on my ages, and I demand if there 
ia a train direct. The factor—facteur—responds that yes. 
Then I obtain a ticket of to go and return, and I part in the 
train for Goring. 

After a time incredibly short, in arriving at a station, I find 
that it is already Goring. A la bonne heure! Very content of 
to arrive so quick, I descend and I seek my friend, whom I will 
name Mister X. He is not there. Eh well, it is equal to me, 
something has prevented kim, j’irai chez lui, I shall go at him. 
So I demand if Mister X. has sent a carriage. tor says 
that no. Then I demand where lives Mister X. The factor 
knows not the name. Nor another employed no more. Nor 
the coacher of a fly. Nor the chief of station. In fine I seek 


the letter of my friend, and I show to them his name. “ Ah.” 
they cry themselves all, “that is Goring on Thames!” “Eh 
well,” I say, “and what is this that this is that that?” 


“ This 
is Goring, Sussex,” respond they. After some time I compre- 
hend that there is two Gorings, and that this one here is not 
that one there, the Goring of my friend, and—name of a dog !— 
in fine I return to Brighton, and I go to London to the station 
of Victoria, and I traverse London to the station of i D 
and at Padington I entrap the last train, and, all épwisé, i 
arrive to the other Goring after a voyage of the most longs and 
of the most annoyings—ennuyants—a voyage of all the day 
in omnibus trains. And this by a cold, ah but, a cold! 
However, in fine I arrive, and the to-morrow, le lendemain, I 


|adorable misses and 


| dominates 


| And all the villages 





find that Goring is enough pretty, even when the season of the 
canoeing, canotage, is It is true that one sees not the 
ravishing colours of their robes of 
summer, but en revanche, in revenge, one sees the beautiful 
tints of the leaves of autumn, red and yellow, on the hill of 
Stritly. She is very well situated, the hill of Stritly, and 
the landscape. Goring and Stritly are two 
ancient villages, united by an ancient bridge in wood, very 
picturesque, with a mill to water at side, of which the artist 
painters make all the days some pictures. I admire much your 
english villages. Even in the houses of the peasants one sees 
a little of the engli comfortable—le comfortable anglais. 
ve the air of a garden, the little houses 
surrounded of trees and of flowers. My friend Mister X. 
fears that the ancient bridge may be un peu usé, a little 
used—ah ne, you say “worn out.” What misfortune if he 
should be re d by a bridge in iron! Ca se peut, that 
may himself, for even at Venise there is a bridge in iron of the 
most detestables, but I hope that not. With a bridge in iron 
the river at Goring would be absolutely y, a8 ugly as he is 
at Charingcross where the — of the railway, traversing the 
river, destroys all the beauty of the quai, of the Embankment. 
The lock of Goring should not to resemble to the quay of 


London. 

The valley of the Thames is charming when the sun shines. 
When the , & is grey and he falls of the rain, that which arrives 
so often in your country, she is a little sad. And when there 
is some inundations, the inhabitants of the riverain houses 
are obliged of to rest at the first—rester a ary ee 
the rez-de-chaussée is full of water, I believe the valley of 
the Thames is a little humid. Agree, &c., AvGUSTE. 








The Meat and Marriage Markets. 


A MaRKET-RETURBN from Porkopolis reads : — 
“ Ribs pressed for sale and closed weak.” Yanks are smart. 
But this seems a fitting account of the deeds 
Mothers do in our own Matrimonial Mart ; 
For the phrase would apply with a fitness quite funny 
To daughters tight laced, and then married for money! 





——_ . 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


(A fond but foolish Lover rejoices in the 
decadence of the Season.) 


I uke to see the life-spent leaves 
Come tumbling on the sodden ground, 
When swallows quit the cottage eaves 
To warmer and sunshine bound. | 
I like to watch the year’s decay— 
A melancholy subject that— 
And think of things of yesterday— 
The while the rain goes pit-a-pat. 


The bracken browns beneath the pine, 
The mast is winnowed from the beech, 

The creepers make a thin red line, 
And shed the blooms we could not 


reach. 
E’en daisies born ef Michaelmas, 
Upon the earth are lying flat, 
Nasturtiums stoop to meet the grass— 
The while the rain goes pit-a-pat. 


Across the heath the lapwings wail, 
They know the time of joy has fled, 
And mourn beneath a sky too pale 
The sunsets that were rosy red. 
The misty cloak is damp and cold 
Tt scares the ever-greedy bat. 
Who fears to leave yon tower old— 
The while the rain goes pit-a-pat. 


And vet T love this dreary scene, 
This picture of the dying vear, 
That tells of what the world has heen 
Before the trees were gaunt and sere. 
For Time despises day by day— 
A leveller. a democrat— 
And T urhold his iron sway— 
The while the rain goes pit-a-pat. 


Oft in the days that sre no more 
T longed to live. But what avail 
To hoard ench wishes in my store, 
When Hope is but a fairy tale? 
When many an autumn long ago 
My ark was wrecked on Ararat, 
You could have saved me then, you 
ow |— 
Meanwhile the rain goes pit-a-pat. 








HOSPITALITY. 
(Found in an Imperial Diary.) 

_ Monday. — Reception, déjewner, recep- 
| tion, review, banquet, concert, reception, 
| Their friendly hospitality delightful. Bed 
|—in train—1 a.m., er reading de- 
| spatches. 

Tuesday.—Rise 7, in train. Reception, 
breakfast, procession, reception, déjeuner, 
| drive, receptions, visits, interviews, drive, 
reception, dinner (such a dinner!), rece 
| tion, opera, reception, despatches. Well- 


POWERFUL ‘EAVY, IT ‘AVE! 
THAT THEY "VE BEEN A CELEBRATIN’ THE LONGEST RAIN ON RECORD!” 
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LONG TO RAIN OVER US! 


Bill, ‘‘Be’y stint A RAININ’, Sam?” 
Sam. ‘‘ AH, THAT IT BE; AN’ NOT LIKE TO GIVE OVER, NEITHER, BIN A COMIN’ DOWN 
Wy, I pip EAR SAY AS IT’S BIN 80 BAD UP IN LONDON 





| meant hospitality rather fatiguing. Cut 





fireworks and opera; rather tired, bed 

A.M. 

W ednesday.—Rise 6. Despatches. Break- 
fast, reception, visits to churches, palaces, 
&e., &c., foundation stone with verses, 
steamboat trip, visits, Mint, Institut, 

| more verses, concert—cut short concert— 
banquet, reception, theatre, &c., &c. 
| Hospitality tirmmg. Bed at 3 a.m. 
Thursday.—Rise 5. es, break- 
rs. reception, picture galleries, drives, 
| c., &e., da capo, with variations. Hos- 
ay ees | To bed at 3.55 a.m. 
y.—Rise 4. Hardly worth goi 
to bed. Despatches. bengust, Final Ro 
ception, train—off! Rest at last. To bed, 
utterly exhausted, at 9 p.m. Their hospi- 
lity — oh, save me from my friends! 
| TLLIAM of Germany is the only man who 
could stand it. They should invite him. 





Reports.) 


ing like rub-bish. [ 


‘‘They Manage these Things,” &c. 

Bumbleshaw (reading from daily paper). 

During the Czar’s stay, 6,000 policemen, 

out of a force of 8,000, were constantly on 

duty, each man doing fifteen hours service 
il 


NOT ENOUGH YET? 
(‘* There is a deficiency of rain.”’—Meteorological 
Pour down, oh rain, from sodden air, 
While at barometers we stare, 
They never moro will point to “ fair,” 
Pour down unceasing everywhere ! 
We envy—they alone don’t care— 
The fish in sea. 
Pour down, oh rain, day after day, 
Soak sodden man on den way, 
Soak sodden horse, and sodden hay, 
Soak all the land from Thames to Tay, 
-my goodness |—there is a 
Deficiency ! 


y. 
Grumbleshaw. That’s what comes of en- 
tertaining a despot! And I suppose that 
we, the down-trodden ratepayers, will 
have to pay for this gross truckling to 
imperial vanity ey a free country ? 
umbleshaw. Not unless you happen to 
have property in France. 
Grumbleshaw. In France! 
mean P 
Bumbleshaw. Only that the paragraph 
refers to the guardi of liberty, equa- 
Morro ror a Massevse.—There’s noth- lity and cones’ in Paris. 
Vollapse of GnrumBLesnaw. 


What d’ye 
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AFTER THE FETES! 


First Citizen. “‘Say THEN! WAS IT NOT A FINE CHANGE TO CRY 
‘Vive L’EMPEREUR” FOR NEARLY A WHOLE WEEK, INSTEAD OF 
‘Vive ta Repvsiieve’!t” 

Second Citizen. “‘ AH, MY BRAVE, IT WAS TRULY MAGNIFICENT ! 
And 80 NEW! I'M HORRIBLY BORED WITH ALWAYS CALLING OUT 
‘Vive LA Répvsrigue’!” [ They smoke and consider. 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
Monsreur Evz@ar Biaze‘on ‘“‘Le Cuassevr av Curen p'Arrér.’ 


M. Braze, I should mention, was not only a keen sportsman, 
but he had been a soldier, and had fought in the armies of the 
great Narouzon. Here and there in his pleasant book he 
seatters anecdotes of his military life, which agreeably diversify 


| the narrative. And it must be admitted that he by no means 


forgets the maxim in which he lays it down that one of the 


vhief duties of a story-teller is to embroider. At the end of | 


his chapter on the hare he gives an account of the finest “ chasse 
aur liévres” that has ever, according to him, taken place in the 
memory of man. “There were four hundred thousand of us, 
Frenchmen and Austrians in equal numbers, engaged in the 


sport, which took place at a little village called Wagram, a few | 
miles from Vienna. The plain was covered with hares; at every | 


ten steps several started in front of our side. Our muskets and 
our cannons alarmed them dreadfully, and away they ran in the 
hope of escaping. But further on they met two hundred thou 
sand Austrians, who were in no joking humour. So back they 


came to us, and squadrons of them were to be seen running | 


between the two armies. A charge of cavalry, which 
was in no way intended for them, would put them to rout. 
They pierced our ranks, passed between our legs. We killed 
them with sword-cuts, with bayonet-thrusts; we took them 
alive. On that day we saw a great slaughter of men and of 
hares. A hare killed made one forget the death of a comrade : 
it was like farce after tragedy. How many bullets, intended 
for the enemy were shot at these unfortunate hares! Never 
has so great a number been seen, never before have so manv 
been killed. That evening, after the battle, nearly all of us 
supped on hare.” 


Hare is some advice which will come home to the heart of 
many a British sportsman :—“Be very careful,” savs the saga- 
cious Brazg, “of young shooters. If you are walking in line 


| with them I advise rather to be behind than in front of them. 
| Such fellows lose their head at the sight of a partridge, a hare 
|makes them dizzy, a pheasant throws them into convulsions. 
They keep on firing, no matter how, and their neighbourhood 
| is very dangerous, and the best plan is to keep out of shot of 
|them.” Any yo sportsman, however, who reads M. Braze’s 
chapter on “The Pheasant” might well be excused a slight 
|tremor at the sight of this bird. This is how it opens :— 
|“But here is the king of game-birds! the pheasant! At 
|this name a sportsman’s —_ glitter, his heart beats faster. 
Listen to him! If he speaks of his exploits he does not pro- 
nounce the word pheasant like any other word. With a certain 
| lightness he mentions the partridge, the rabbit, the hare; but 
when he comes to the pheasant his mouth is full, the two 
syllables are broadly articulated. He emphasises each of them so 
t you might fancy you hear two words joined by a hyphen.” 
I recommend this method of pronunciation to country-house 
parties. But in whatever way pronounced, the pheasant in 
M. Biaze’s day was not easier to stay than he is now, for novices 
are told by him that when they shoot at a pheasant they must 
in thought separate the body from the :— “The saves 
many a pheasant; it deceives novices. None of the pellets 
that hit it count. A shot in the tail scatters many feathers 
in the air, and one imagines the bird is wounded. Not at all. 
Like the fox in the fable, the bird has lost its tail in the conflict, 
and is no whit the worse for it.” 





Tue above advice is, of course, elementary; but the book is 
full of cunning hints, not merely for the improvement of a 
man’s shooting, but also as to the best method of bringing 
various animals to bag, and as to the training and treatment 
of dogs. “No man ought to lend either his wife, or his horse, 
or his dog,” says M. Brazz, but he to recount how he 
himself, being endowed with a magnanimity out of the common, 
once pushed that quality to the extent of lending Médor, the 
illustrious M édor, to a friend, Médor, the best of dogs; and thet, 
an hour afterwards, Médor came back alone, ha left his 
sportsman on account of a succession of six bad shots. “A dog 
hunts for his own pleasure, much more than for yours. Amuse 
him if you want him to amuse you.” And, by the way, I may 
mention that I never yet met a French dog who was not called 
clther Médor, or Phanor, or Azor, or Belphégor, or “le vieur 
Stop.” 








THE CONCERT OF EUROPE. 


Rvssta’s first fiddle, France bassoon, 
And England the big drum ; 

But when it comes to any toon, 
The lot of us are mum! 

We do not know each other’s parts, 
We funk cacophonous wai 

We are a happy concert troop, 
We are, we are, we are! 








At a Dog-Show. 


First Fancier. That’s a well-bred terrier of yours, Bitt. 
| Second Fancier. And so he ought to be. Didu’t the Princess 
of Wages own his great grand-aunt! 


CLEARING THE AIR. 


Wits party missiles flying, 
With wild shillelaghs blent., 
Armenia slowly dying, 
The Suttan well content ; 
To “clear the air,” by speeches, 
Is well. Yet must we pray 
For him, more wise, who teaches 
England to “clear the way.” 


| Tue Poetry or Bustness.—“The Lady Loch” and “Th 
Forrest King!” Do not these names sound like the title of 4 
romantic poem? Yet, they are but the names of two old 
mines, and poems are not invariably “gold mines” to their 
authors. 














At Chalons. 
(Did not miss his opportunity.) 
Energetic Bonapartist (at last at liberty), Vive ’Empereur! 
Police Official. It is defended, Sir! 





E. B. But Lonly ery for the Czar! [P. 0. takes a back seat. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—Ocronen 24, 1896. 
DUTY, NOT HAPPINESS, IS THE TRUE OBJECT OF LIFE. 
| What Commands the Admiration and Homage of Mankind ?—Character and Sterling Honesty of Purpose. 


Tae FATHER OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 


- —— AN INCIDENT IN HIS FIRST CANVASS. 
* SS : Tell ‘im to CHALK his NAME-on the COUNTER, and your FATHER shali ask his CHARACTER. 


If I were asked to account in a sentence for his great popularity, I should say it was 

his great urbanity, his fidelity to true Liberalism, his love of independence, and his un- 

=| impeachable character. During his first canvass (about sixty years ago) Mr. Villiers and 

two friends entered a small shop at Willenhall that had been left in charge of a young 

girl. On learning their business the damsel shouted upstairs, ‘Mother, here’s a gentleman 

as is come for father’s vote for Member of Parliament.’ To this a voice from above made 

answer, ‘Tell ’im to chalk his name on the Counter, and your FATHER SHALL ASK HIS 

CHARACTER.’ ‘Thank you, ma’am,’ shouted the candidate; after which, turning to his 
companions, he said, ‘ Book that for me; I am as certain of it as if it were already given.’ 


RUSSIA'S ADVANCE TOWARDS INDIA. 


CONVERSATIONS WITH SKOBELEFF.—  Bokhara is a wretched place to live in,’ Accord. 
ing to his account, the Khanate is so unhealthy that a RUSSIAN OCCUPATION is ONLY 
POSSIBLE by the 
Aid of ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT.’ 


‘ We ought to be friends. .. . Why should two European Powers quarrel over a few Asiatics? 

WE OUGHT TO BE FRIENDS, WE STRONGLY WISH IT.’—The Russian Advance towards India 

(C. Maavin), p. 88. 

. ae GYPT, CAIRO.—Since my arrival in Egypt in August last, I have on three occasions been attacked by 

‘BOOK THAT FOR ME.’ fever. On the first occasion I lay in hospital for six weeks. The last attacks have been completely repulsed in a 

short time by the use of your valuable ‘FRUIT SALT,’ to which I owe my present health at the very least, if not my life itself. Heartfelt gratitude for my restoration impels me to add my 
testimony to the already overwhelming store of the same, and in so doing I feel that I am but obeying the dictates of duty.—Believe me, Sir, gratefully yours, A Corpora, 19th Hussars. 


‘ It is Pleasant, Soothing, Cooling, Health-Giving, Refreshing, and Invigorating. 
USE ENO'S FRUIT SALT. You cannot Overstate its Great Value in keeping the blood Pure and Free from Disease, 


| [PORTANT TO ALL.—‘“I have recently returned from Australia and New Zealand, where I enjoyed perfect health, owing, I believe, to my always having ENO’'S ‘ FRUIT 
SALT’ in constant use. I was glad, up country, to pay Ss. per bottle to get ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT’ in pr to imitati offered by Chemists and Storekeepers at lower prices. 
For sea-sickness it is invaluable, and in nearly 100,000 miles of journeying I have always had it near me, and felt safe from fever, blood poisons, &e,— Yours faithfully, 8. A. J.”’ 


THE GREAT DANGER OF CHILLS, FEVERS, WORRY, BLOOD POISONS, &c., &c.—ENO’S ‘ FRUIT SALT’ assists the functions of the LIVER, BOWELA, 

SKIN, and KIDNEYS by NATURAL MEANS; thus the blood is freed from POISONOUS or other HURTFUL MATTERS, the Foundation and GREAT DANGER of CHTLLA, 
FEVERS, WORRY, BLOOD POISONS, &e. THERE IS NO DOUBT that, where, it has been taken in the earliest stages of a disease it has in innumerable instances PREVENTED 
a SEVERE ILLNESS. Its effect on a disordered and feverish condition is SIMPLY MARVELLOUS. It is, in fact, NATURE'S OWN REMEDY, and an UNSURPASSED ONE. 


CAUTION.—Ezxamine each Bottle, and see that the Capsule ia marked ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT.’ Without it, you have been imposed on by a WORTHLESS IMITATION. 


Prepared only at ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT’ WORKS, LONDON, 3.E., by J. C. ENO’S PATENT. 


« 7 #*+ LIQUEUR OF THE 
PIPE AL HANDS Be *. C= CHARTREUSE. 


This delicious Liqueur, whieh 
hes come se much into public 
ms OR aceount of ite wonder 

¢ ~~ wereitine Draeniae 
reventing Dyspeps 
% nl ow hed of all the principal 
Rw Wine and Spirit Merchant 
ba ae oy the Da hoes Kole Consignee, 
w utched Pridrs, London, B.C 

















WELCOME ALWAYS, 
KEEP IT HANDY, 
GRANT'S MORELLA 
CHERRY BRANDY. 


7 Megistered Trade Mark 
DELICIOUS—COMFORTING. “ . 
, cain MORDAN 
Ask for GRANT'S, and don't be put off with - 2 4 a 6s." 
akes 


inferior ma 





cEED (OUR CHILDRE) 
D™ RIDGES 


| PATENT cooKED FOO” 
f Lori PRR WRIGHT S$: 
C AR imitations Z p.COAL 


Sold only in 1-oz. Packets, and 2, 4, and 8-oz. -_ 

and Old W a biend of and 1-lb. Tins, which keep the Tobacco in O/ Stace 

te HIGHLAND OMALL ILLS. Fine Smoking Condition. 

i pie bottle post free on receipt of P.O. for 4s. 4. 


RICHD. MATHEWS & CO, PLAYER'S NAVY CUT CIGARETTES ~ ath SOAP 

















4 and 25, HART 8T., BLOOMSBURY, W.C. con' 
ean a wan a 3, ond Bonsse 50, and 100. a - 
yh cine, vin," MAGNUMS.” packed tn Pocket: fins containing 
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NICGE 4. 


OUTFITTER. LADIES’ TAILOR TO THE ROYAL FAMILY. 
114 To 120, REGENT ST., & 22, CORNHILL, LONDON. 


PARIS: 29 and 31, RUE TRONCHET 


10, MOSLEY STREET, MANCHESTER. 39, NEW STREET, BIRMINGHAM. 
50, BOLD STREET, LIVERPOOL 


THE LARGEST SELECTION OF MATERIALS IN LONDON. 
GENTLEMEN. LADIES. 





ven. anes Guassoete j f excellent material| Autumn Grene from £5 5s., in original 
ant ufactu i £8 _ 6d. OveEr- aostens and materials quite unob tainable else. 
Oats ie all seasons ond climates — for | whe 
immediate use. Suitings of Ho ymespuns and Riding Habits for the Park and Hunting. 


Special makes for Colonial wear. 
Nicoll’s Cycling Skirt, £2 12s. 6d., the 
neatest and most simple in use. 


Sunnie in new and original colourings. 
Fine Saxonys for Frock Coats. 
New Autumn Overcoatings. 














“The New Coffee. Delicious, and enjoyed by those who can take no other.” | 


Sy’ THE 
¥ “FAVOURITE 





A Doctor writes :—“ As near perfection as one can desire.” 


In Tins, 2s. 6d. and 1s. 6d. Obtainable everywhere | 
“ SKVYORY & MOORE, London. 
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S& ENGLISH])| “peptoniseD MILK ANDO COFFEE. | Nature's Chole. 
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., wast onale, a _HOVENDEN * SONS, ARB MADE WITH + women 





He, PACKHAM’S \BORWICK’S fH ov 











DISTILLED WATEE.. in the 
Manufactory, Croydon. World. 


WARD 
. AD enaek anne, TABLE WATERS bw Anon Ploughs, EOPORD. 
‘POWDER 


Rakes, Mowers, Straw 
Tra usser s. Fodder Presses, Oil En- 
fines, and Portable Railway. 








A strong skin will stand strong soap 
with strong scents, but delicate skins 
require delicate soaps with delicate 
Perfumes. Why harden, wrinkle, and 
wither the face with the first soap 
offered in the shops? PREMIER 
“VINOLIA” SOAP agrees with the 
most delicate, sensitive, irritable skins, 
and is exquisitely perfumed with the 
choicest of scents. It has received the 
highest scientific award. 
Price 4d. a tablet. 














VINOLIA CREAM (for Itching, Face Spots, Eczema), ls. 14d. and ls. 94. VINOLIA POWDER (for Redness, Roughness), ls. and 1s. 94. 
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